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after him, even down, or up, to the motion picture; I really did not 
know the author's name until recently, having never seen it in print, 
but his influence is at work to-day. 

In the two extracts inserted below, there is a good chance for 
dramatic effect. The first is from "The Crisis," by Winston Church- 
ill (page 36) : 

"Hark! Was that the sing-song voice of the auctioneer? He 
was selling the cattle. High and low, caressing and menacing, he 
teased and exhorted them to buy. They were bidding, yes, for the 
possession of souls, bidding in the currency of the Great Republic. 
And between the eager shouts came a moan of sheer despair. What 
was the attendant doing now? He was tearing two of them from a 
last embrace. 

"Three — four were sold while Stephen was in a dream." 

The following is from "The Devil Worshippers," a Nick 
Carter story (page 22) : 

"What he felt was almost overwhelming, for he was standing 
with one foot upon the lower step of the very house where the 
banker, Simon Gray, had lived, and where he had died with the 
sign of the dagger upon his temple, and where his daughter, 
Miriam, now resided." 

"The house was ablaze with light, almost as if a party were 
being entertained within it." 

Which of these two extracts is dramatic, which melodrama? 
Which is in the supposedly dime-novel vein? Which is literature? 

nnn 
The Pursuit of the Lucky Clew 

By the author of "Nicholas Carter" 

CHAPTER I 

A QUAKER CITY PROBLEM 

IT was eight o'clock Monday morning when Nick Carter arrived 
at his New York office, after an absence of one week, during 
which time another police puzzle had been solved by the noted 
detective. It was eight o'clock, but Chick, his loyal assistant, had 
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preceded him by fifteen minutes, and was occupied with a big black 
cigar when his chief came in. 

"Morning!" was the breezy greeting of the famous detective. 
"You're up early." 

"Yes," answered Chick, from the depths of his thought, as he 
mechanically removed his feet from the low desk before him. "I 
couldn't sleep." 

"Insomnia?" inquired the chief, as he laid his hat upon a pile 
of papers and seated himself. 

"No, not insomnia," Chick returned. "I've found a nut that 
I can't crack." 

"It must be a very hard one," said Nick, as he began to open 
his mail — and then as an afterthought he added: "Probably your 
own." But the sarcasm had no effect upon the meditating Chick. 

"Did you see the Philadelphia papers yesterday?" he asked. 

"My dear boy, I never read Sunday supplements, if that's what 
you mean. Some wise man has said that there are but six original 
jokes in the world, and I might add to that — there is one original 
Sunday supplement, and I never had the good fortune to read it. 
There are a lot of people on earth, who, as Lincoln said, 'like to be 
fooled all the time,' and the Sunday supplements were invented for 
them. I hope you haven't placed any confidence in one of the many 
fake stories that go to make up the Sabbath edition of a Philadel- 
phia news sheet?" 

"This story may have been partly untrue," Chick answered, 
somewhat offended at the patronizing tone of his chief, "but I am 
certain that it contains some truth." 

"Well, what is it?" 

"I'll read it to you." At this Chick tookfrom his pocket a 
clipping from the Philadelphia Express. As he unfolded it, the 
chief observed: 

"What a lot of pretty pictures to amuse the children!" 

"Yes, and a lot of pretty mystery to amuse you," Chick replied, 

intently. 

"Read away," said the chief, as he settled back in his chair and 
prepared himself for a laugh at Chick's expense. 

Chick began: 

" 'The police of this city are confronted with one of the greatest 
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mysteries in the annals of criminal jurisprudence. Thus far the 
matter has been withheld from the public in order to facilitate the 
movements of the score or more detectives who are employed upon 
the case. False clews have followed one another in rapid succes- 
sion, and still the sleuths are at their wits' ends. They are still ask- 
ing themselves such questions as these: Was beautiful Jeanette 
Martin murdered? If so, by whom, and for what purpose? Did 
she die a natural death? If so, from what cause? Two well-known 
physicians, the lover of the young girl, an undertaker, and a watch- 
man at a local cemetery are among the number of witnesses held 
in bail. The only facts of the case upon which all concerned seem 
to agree are that Jeanette Martin died and was buried, and that two 
days later her coffin was found unoccupied in the receiving vault 
where it had been placed temporarily. The two physicians, whose 
names the police will not divulge, returned to the Board of Health 
two death certificates in which neither agreed as to the cause of the 
death. Physician number one gave heart failure as the cause, while 
physician number two assigned poisoning from eating canned fruit 
as the reason for the young girl's untimely demise. One physician 
was called and attended the girl from the time of the first appear- 
ance of her illness until death closed her eyes — a matter of thirty 
minutes. The other physician examined the corpse. Unknown to 
each other they reported the death. The disagreement in their 
reports aroused the suspicion of the cOroner who ordered an imme- 
diate investigation of the matter. But in the meantime the funeral 
had taken place and the body had been placed in the vault. Upon 
the day following the funeral, the coroner and an assistant visited 
the vault, to find the lock broken and the coffin empty. Behind this 
lies a romance and a still deeper mystery. Jeanette -Martin was in 
love. Her wedding day had been fixed upon, and she had dis- 
played to her nearer friends a diamond engagement ring which was 
said to be worth two hundred dollars. Upon the day preceding her 
wedding, Miss Martin complained of loss of sleep, and was .advised 
by her mother to remain in bed. The meals which were carried to 
her were untouched, and when at six .o'clock in the evening her 
father returned from.his office, he was sent post haste for the nearest 
physician. The girl, as before stated, died within half an hour after 
the doctor had arrived. She was buried three days later in her wed- 
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ding dress. And, at the request of her lover, the engagement ring 
was left upon her hand. This ring is now in the hands of the police, 
who refuse to account for its miraculous reappearance. But the girl 
who wore it? What of her? If the police know the answer to this 
they are reticent. But it is quite probable that they do not, for a 
reward of five thousand dollars has been offered by the father for 
the recovery of the body and the apprehension of the ghouls who 
desecrated the burial vault. The reporters have been thrown 
entirely upon their own resources, and the story as herewith pre- 
sented is the result of the herculean efforts of the press to wring 
the truth from the police officials.' " 

Chick laid the clipping down upon the table and looked up 
at his chief. "That's not all of the story, but it is enough for us, I 
think. The reporter has woven a long romance out of the thing, and 
it has but little, if any, bearing upon the immediate facts. Now 
that you have heard, perhaps you will agree with me that it is a 
hard nut to crack?" 

"During your reading I formed several conclusions, but I must 
admit that not one of them is worth a picayune. I thought at first 
that it was the work of ghouls, but the reappearance of the ring puts 
me at sea. Yes, Chick, it is a hard nut. Now if the girl's lover 
were a student at some medical college " 

"But he isn't," Chick interrupted. "Farther down in the col- 
umn it states that he is a man of leisure." 

"Then my first conclusion was correct. The body has been 
stolen by college ghouls. I'll wager it may be found either in the 
cellar of some college, or else upon the dissecting table. The ghouls 
robbed the body of the ring — and pawned it. That's clear." 

"And what was the cause of the woman's death?" 

"Poisoning, probably." 

"Accidental?" 

"The coroner hasn't decided." 

"How can he, until he locates the body?" 

"That's true." 

"And why did the physicians disagree?" Chick persisted. 

"That's not unusual. I've come to believe that none of them 
know what they're talking about, half the time." 

"But why should there have been two certificates of death 
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issued? One would have been sufficient. Why did the family call 
in another physician after the girl's death? And why did they not 
tell the second that the first had attended her up to the time she died? 
They evidently kept the thing a secret. And if they did, they must 
have had some purpose in doing so." 

"There must be something about the case in to-day's papers," 
said Nick, as he turned to his desk. Tearing the wrapper from a 
New York morning paper, he unfolded it and glanced hurriedly 
across the headlines at the top of the first page. "Yes," he said, at 
last, "here it is." He mumbled to himself for a few minutes and 
then turned to the anxious Chick. "The inquest has brought out 
the fact that the body was not embalmed. That's about all, in the 
way of news. Otherwise, the facts are rehearsed as you just read 
them in yesterday's paper." 

"Why wasn't the body embalmed?" asked Chick. 

"The paper does not tell." 

"I give it up," Chick returned in digust, as he arose and went 
to the window. 

"I haven't begun, yet," came from the depth of Nick Carter's 
throat. He was a man who had never been downed, and obstacles 
but served to strengthen his determined mind. 

"I don't suppose the Philadelphia police would thank us for 
going over there and lending a hand, would they?" Chick inquired. 

"Why?" 

"I was just thinking that they knew a whole lot more than they 
had given to the papers." 

"More or — less," said Nick. 

"Well, say that they know more. Give them the benefit of the 
doubt. Now if they would give me what they know, I'll bet I could 
clear the thing up in no time." 

"Chick, you're not well this morning. I'm surprised at you. 
The idea of expecting help from the police. I've made it a rule of 
my life never to take any man's word for anything. If a man has 
anything to tell me, I'll listen to him, willingly. But I believe noth- 
ing until I have thoroughly investigated for myself. In ferreting, 
I want to begin with the bare statements of a case, and use my own 
reasoning powers in order to arrive at a result. Another thing that 
you seem to have forgotten, is that the police and detective force of 
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any city is made up of men who are paid by the day. They are paid 
so many dollars to do so much work, and it's only the exceptional 
man who works a minute overtime. We, you and I, are different. 
We never limit ourselves, either with the thought of pay or the 
thought of time. 

"And what is the consequence? In ninety-nine cases out of a 
hundred we solve a problem long before the regular paid force, and 
make several times as much money in the bargain. The good de- 
tective is on the same plane with any good workman in any class; 
he never works by the clock. He never begins a thing where other, 
men have left off; he begins at the beginning. And the man who 
doesn't, hasn't a groundwork to build on, and, consequently, is likely 
to fail. Five thousand dollars reward is not a thing to be sneezed at. 
But if we are going to get it — let's begin with the sick girl." 

"I guess you're right," said Chick. "You can't grow a tree 
without seed." 

"And the sick girl is our seed," added Nick. Just then his eyes 
fell upon an article in the paper which was spread out before him. 
"I was wrong in one thing," he said, as he looked up. "A man can 
sometimes work backwards as well as forwards, and the good de- 
tective must understand how to work both ways. I'm going to get 
that five thousand dollars, and, by jingo, I will not begin either at the 
beginning or the end; I'm going to begin about the middle and work 
both ways at once." He arose and took up his hat, while Chick 
looked on in amazement. "I will begin with the diamond ring," 
he said. 

"You've got a clew?" he asked. 

"I'll let you know later on. I'm off for Philadelphia on the 
ten o'clock train. I may wire for you after my arrival. Keep your- 
self in readiness. Good-by." 

And the great detective was off upon another case. 

(To be continued) 



